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FOR the Song's sake,. e"L'ell so .- 
Humor it, and let 'it go 
All untamed a1ld w'ild OfU'illg- 
Lea've zï e"L'er t1'uallting. 


Be 'lïs fl'ight elusÍ"L'e.-Lo, 
For the Song's sake-e"L'ell so. 
Yield 1Ï but an ear as kind 
As thou þerkest to the willd. 


Who u'ltll1ame us wlzat the seas 
Have sung on for centuries? 
For the Song's sake 1 Even so- 
SÙzg, 0 Seas! and Breeres, blow 1 


Sing! or Wave 01' Wl'nd or BÙ'd- 
Sing! nor ever afteru'ard 
Clear thy meaning to us-No 1- 
For the Song's sake. E",'en so. 



THE FLYING ISLANDS OF THE NIGHT. 


DRAMA TIS PERSONÆ. 


KRUNG, 
CRESTILLOMEEM, 
SPRAIVOLL, 
AMPHINE, 
DW AINIE, 
JUCKLET, 
CREECH and } 
GRITCHFANG, 
Counselors, Courtiers, Heralds, etc., etc., etc. 


King-of the Spirks. 
The Queen-Second Consort to Krung. 
The Tune-Fool. 
Prince-Son of Krung. 
A Princess-of the Wunks. 
A Dwarf-of the Spirks. 


Nightmares. 


ACT I. 
SCENE-THE FLYING ISLANDS. 


SCENE I. Spirkland. T'Z'me, Moondawn. Inten"or of Court of 
KRUNG. A vast, pendant star bU1'ns dimly 'Z'n the dome 
above the tlu'one. CRESTILLOMEEM discovered langzâdly 
reclining at foot of emþty throne, an overturned goblet !yÙzg 
near, as though just drained. The Queen t"tl seeming dated, 
ecstatic state, raþtly garing uþward and listen'Z"ng. Su)arm- 
ing forms and faces, in air above, seen eeriely conlÙzg and 
going, blending and 'intermingling ,in domed ceiling-sþaces 
of the court. We'ird mus'ic. Mystic, luminous, beautiful 
faces detached from swarm, float, SÙlg!Y, forward, t1'emu- 
lOlISly, and Ù'l success'ioll, poising 'Ù'l nlid-air and chant'ing. 
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THE FL YING ISLANDS 


FIRST FACE. 
And who hath known her-like as I 
Have known her ?-since the envying sky 
Filched from her cheeks its morning-hue, 
And from her eyes its glory, too, 
Of dazzling shine and diamond dew. 


SECOND FACE. 
I knew her-long and long before 
High Æo loosed her palm and thought: 
" What awful splendor have I wrought 
To dazzle earth and Heaven, too! " 


THIRD FACE. 


I knew her-long ere night was o'er- 
Ere Æo yet conjectured what 
 
To fashion day of-aye, before 
He sprinkled stars across the floor 
Of night, and swept that form of mine, 
E'en as a fleck of blinded shine, 
Back to the black where light was not. 


FOURTH FACE. 


Ere day was dreamt, I saw her face 
Lift from some starry hiding-place 
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Where our old moon was kneeling while 
She lit its features with her smile. 


FIFTH FACE. 
I knew her while these islands yet 
Were nestlings-ere they feathered wing, 
Or e'en could gape with them, or get 
Apoise the laziest-ambling breeze, 
Or cheep, chirp out, or anything !- 
When Time crooned rhymes of nurseries 
Above theIn-nodded, dozed and slept, 
And knew it not, till, wakening, 
The morning stars began to sing, 
And Heaven's first tender d
ws were wept. 


SIXTH FACE. 
I kne\v her when the jealous hands 
Of Angels set her sculptured form 
Upon a pedestal of storm 
And let her to this land with strands 
Of twisted lightnings. 


SEVENTH FACE. 
And I heard 
Her voice ere she coulJ tone a word 
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THE FL YING ISLANDS 


Of any but the Seraph-tongue.- 
And 0, sad-s\veeter than all sung 
Or word-said things !-to hear her say, 
Between the tears she dashed away:- 
" Lo, launched frOlTI the offended sight 
Of Æo !-anguish infinite 
Is ours, 0 Sisterhood of Sin! 
Yet is thy service mine by right, 
And s\veet as I may rule it, thus 
Shall Sin's myrrh-savor taste to us- 
Sin's Empress-let my reign begin ! ,
 


CHORUS OF SWARMING FACES. 
We follow thee forever on ! 
Through darkest night and dimmest d2\vn ; 
Through storm and calm-through shower and shine, 
Hear thou our voices answering thine: 
We follow-craving but to be 
Thy followers.-We follow thee- 
W e follow, follo\v, follow thee! 


We follow ever on and on- 
O'er hill and hollow, brake and lawn; 
Through gruesome vale and dread ravine 
Where light of day is never seen.- 
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We waver not in loyalty,- 
Unfaltering we follow thee- 
We follow, follo\v, follow thee! 


We follo\v ever on and on ! 
The shroud of night around us drawn, 
Though wet with mists, is wild-ashine 
With stars that light that path of thine;- 
The glowworms, too, befriend us-we 
Shall fail not as we follow thee. 
We follo\v, follo\v, follow thee! 


We follow ever on and on.- 
The notchéd reeds \ve pipe upon 
Are pithed with music, keener blown 
And blither where thou leadest lone- 
Glad pangs of its ecstatic glee 
Shall reach thee as we follow thee. 
We follow, follow, follow thee! 


We follo\v ever on and on : 
We kno\v the ways thy feet have gone,- 
The grass is greener, and the bloom 
Of roses richer in perfume- 
And birds of every blooming tree 
Sing s\veeter as we follo\v thee. 
W e follow, follo\v, follow thee! 
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THE FLYING ISLANDS 


We follow ever on and on ; 
For wheresoever thou hast gone 
We hasten joyous, knowing there 
Is sweeter sin than otherwhere- 
Leave still its latest cup, that \ve 
May drain it as we follow thee. 
We follow, follow, follow thee! 


[Throughout final stan{as, faces 'in f01'e-, and f01'ms ,in back- 
g1'ound, slowly t'anish, and 'Vo'ices gradually fail to sheer 
silence. CRESTILLOMEEM 1'tsing, and wistfully garing 
and listening; then, e
'zäently 1'egaining wonted self, looks 
to be assured of being utterly alone-then sþeaks.] 


CRESTILLOMEEM. 


The Throne is throwing wide its gilded arms 
To \velcome me. The Throne of Krung ! Ha! ha! 
Leap up, ye lazy echoes, and laugh loud! 
For I, Crestillomeem, the Queen-ha! ha! 
Do fling my richest mirth into your mouths 
That ye may fatten ripe with mockery! 
I marvel what the kingdom would become 
Were I not here to nurse it like a babe 
And dandle it above the reach and clutch 
Of intermeddlers in the royal line 
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And their attendant serfs. Ho! J ucklet, ho ! 
'Tis time my knarléd warp of nice anatomy 
Were here, to weave us on upon our mesh 
Of silken villainies. Ho! Jucklet, ho! 


[Lifts secret door 111, pave and drops a star-bud through the 
oPèning. Enter JUCKLET fronz below.] 


JUCKLET. 


Spang sprit! my gracious Queen! but thou hast scorched 
My left ear to a cinder! and my head 
Rings like a ding-dong on the coast of death! 
For, patient hate! thy hasty signal burst 
Full in my face as hitherward I came! 
But though my lug be fried to crisp, and my 
Singed wig stinks like a little sun-stewed Wunk, 
I stretch my fragrant presence at thy feet 
And kiss thy sandal with a blistered lipa 


CRESTILLOMEEM. 
Hold! rare-done fool, lest I may bid the cook 
To bake thee brown! How fares the King by this? 


JUCKLET. 
I left him sleeping like a quinsied babe 
Next the guest-cl1a.mber of a poor man's house: 
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But ere I caIne away to rest mine ears, 
..I salved his welded lids, uncorked his nose, 
And o'er the odorous blossom of his lips 
Re-
queezed the tinctured sponge, and felt his pulse 
COlne staggeri ng back to regularity. 
And four hours hence his Highness will awake 
And Peace will take a nap! 


CRESTILLOMEEM. 


Hal What mean you? 


JtTCKLET. [Ominouslj!.] 
I mean that he suspects our knaveries.- 
Some covert spy is burrowed in the court- 
Nay, and I pray thee startle not aloud, 
But mute thy very heart in its out-throb, 
And let the blenching of thy cheeks but be 
A whispering sort of pallor! 


CRESTILLOMEEM. 


A spy?-Here? 


JUCKLET. 


Aye, nere-and haply even now. And one 
Whose unseen eye seems ever focused keen 
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Upon our action, and \vhose hungering ear 
Eats every crumb of counsel that we drop 
In these our secret interviews !-For he- 
The King-through all his talking-sleep to-day 
Hath jabbered of intrigue, conspiracy- 
Of treachery and hate in fello\vship, 
With dire designs upon his royal bulk, 
To oust it from the Throne. 


CRESTILLOMEEMo 


He spake my name? 


JUCKLET. 


o Queen, he speaks not ever but thy nalne 
Makes melody of every sentence.- Yea, 
He thinks thee even true to hiIn as thou 
Art fickle, false and subtle! 0 how blind 
And lame, and deaf and dumb, and \vorn and \veak, 
And faint, and sick, and all-commodious 
His dear love is ! 


CRESTILLOMEEM. 


Wilt thou wind up thy tongue, 
Nor let it tangle in a knot of \vords! 
What said the King? 
2 
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JUCKLETo 


He said: " Crestillolneem- 
o that she knew this great distress of mine! 
For she would counsel \vith me, and her voice 
Would flow in limpid wisdom o'er my \vounds, 
And, like a love-balm, lave Iny secret grief 
And lull my sleepless he3.rt! "-And so went on, 
Struggling all maudlin in the \vrangled web 
That well nigh hath cocooned him! 


CRESTILLOMEEMo 
Did he yield 


No hint of this mysterious distress 
He needs Inust hold sequestered from his Queen? 
What said he in his talking-sleep by \vhich 
SOlne clue were gained of ho\v and when and \vhence 
His trouble came? 


JUCKLET. 


I n one strange phase he spake 
As though some sprited lady talked with himo- 
Full courteously he said: "In \VOlnan's guise 
Thou eomest, yet I think thou art, in sooth, 
But woman in thy formo- Thy \vords are strangt. 
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And leave me mystified. I feel the truth 
Of all thou hast declared, and yet so vague 
And shado\v-like thy meaning is to me, 
I kno\v not how to act to ward the blo\v 
Thou sayest is hanging o'er me even no\v." 
And then, with open hands held pleadingly, 
He asked, "Who is my foe? "-And o'er his face 
A sudden pallor flashed, like death itself, 
As though, if answer had been given, it 
Had fallen like a curse. 


CRESTILLOMEEM. 


I '11 stake my soul 
Thrice over in the grinning teeth of doom, 
'Tis Dwainie of the Wunks who peeks and peers 
With those fine eyes of hers in our affairs, 
And carries Krung, in some disguise, these hints 
Of our intent! See thou that silence falls 
Forever on her lips, and that the sight 
She \vastes upon our secret action blurs 
With gray and grisly skum that shall for aye 
Conceal us from her gaze while she \vrithes blind 
And fangless as the fat worms of the grave! 
Here! take this tuft of downy druze, and when 
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Thou cornest on her, fronting full and fair, 
Say" ShtJrr.11a111 ! " thrice, and fluff it in her face. 


JUCKLETo 


Thou knowest scanty magic, 0 my Queen, 
But all thou dost is fairly excellent- 
An this charm work, thou shalt have fuller faith 
Than still I must \vithhold. 
[Takes charm, with extravagant salutation.] 


CRESTILLOMEEMo 


Thou gibing knave! 
Thou thing! Oost dare to name my sorcery 
As any trifling gift? Behold \vhat might 
Be thine an thy deserving wavered not 
In stable and abiding service to 
Thy Queen! [She presses suddenly her palm upon h-is eyes, 
thell lifts her softly-opening hand upward, his gar.e 101- 
low'ing, where, slowly shapulg ,in tlte a'ir above them, aþ- 
pears the cotlllter-selJ- of CRESTILLOMEEM, clothed ,in 
n'lost 1'adiant YOlltlZ, her 1naìden-face bent downward to a 
nloonlit sward, where kneels a lover-knight, flawless ,in 
manly s)/nunet1Jl and pr'incely beauty,-)/ct noue other than 
the cozenterþart of JUCKLET, eeriely and w'ith strange 
sweetness s'illging, to SOl11e curiously-tinkling z'nstrul1zel1t, the 
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þrazses of z"ts queenly mlstress : JUCKLET and CRESTIL- 
LOMEEM t1'ansfixed below and trancedly gating on t/zeit 
mystic selves above.] 


SEMBLANCE OF JUCKLET-SINGS. 


Crestil101nee111 ! 


Cres#l/omeefll ! 
Soul of my slumber! Drea111 of llzy dreal1z! 
Moonlight 1nay fal/1lot as goldenly fa'ir 
As falls the gold of tkine opulent hair- 
Nay, nor the starlight as dattlingly glea1n 
As glealn tlzine eyes, , MeeI11a-C1'estillomeem!- 
Stars of tIle skies, , Meema- 
C1'estl11omeem! 


SEMBLANCE OF CRESTILLOMEEM-SINGS. 


o Prince d'ivz1ze ! 


o Pn'nce d'ivine ! 
Tel11þt thou me not with that sweet voice oftkine! 
Though my proud brow bear the blate of a C1'OW11, 
Lo, at thy feet 111ust 'Its glory bow down, 
Tlzat from the dust thou mayest lift me to shine 
Heaven'd'in thy ht;'a1.t's raþtu1'e, 0 Prince divine!- 
Q!feell of thy love ever, 
o Pr'ince dl:vine! 
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SEMBLANCE OF JUCKLET-SINGS
 


C,'estillo!'l1eenz! 


Cl'estillol1zeenz! 


Our lift shall flo'ltJ as a l1Z11sical stl'eam- 
Willdingly-þlacidly on shalt it u'end, 
Marged with 1narJlo01'a-bloo111 banks 1.t'ithout elld- 
Word-birds shall call thee and d,'eal1zily SC1'eam, 
" Where dost thou cru'ise, , Meema-Cl'estillonzeem? 
Witheraway, 'Meelna?- 


CresNllomeem !" 


DUO. 


[Vision and vo'ices gradually failing away.] 
Crestillomeenz! 


Cl'estillomeel1Z 1 
Soul of 11'lj1 slumber! Dream of my drealn; 
Star of Love's light, 'Meema-Crestillomeeln! 
Crescent of Night, , Meenla 1- 
Crestillonleeln 1 


CRESTILLOMEEM. 


How now, thou clabber-brainéd spudge !- 
Thou squelk !-thou- 
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JUCKLETo 


Nay, 0 Queen! contort me not 
To more condenséd littleness than now 
My shalnéd frame incurreth on itself, 
Seeing what Inight fare \vith it, didst thou ",rill 
Kindly to nip it \vith thy Inagic here, 
And leave it living in that form i' the air, 
Forever pranking o'er the daisied sward 
In wake of sandal-prints that dint the dews 
As lightly as, in thy late maidenhood, 
Thine own must needs have done in flighting from 
The dread encroachments of the King. 


CRESTILLOMEEM. 
Nay-peace! 


JUCKLET. 


So be it, 0 s\veet Mystic.-But I crave 
One service of thy magic yet.-A11lþ/zine!- 
Breed me some special, damnéd philter for 
Amphine-the fair Amphine I-to chuck it him, 
Some serenade-tide, in a sodden slug 
0' pastry, 'twixt the door-crack and a screech 
0' rusty hinges.-Hey! Amphine the rare !- 
And let me, too, elect his doom, 0 Queen !- 
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THE FLYING ISLANDS 


Listed against thee, he, too, doubtless hath 
Been favored with an outline of our scheme,- 
And I would kick my soul all over hell 
If I might juggle his fine figure up 
I n such a shape as mine! 


CRESTILLOMEEM. 


Then this :-When thou 
Canst come upon him bent above a flower, 
Or any blooming thing, and thou, arear, 
Shalt reach it first and, th\vartwise, touch it fair, 
And \tvith thy knuckle flick hhn on the knee,- 
Theil-his fine form will shrink and shrivel up 
As \varty as a toad' s-so hideous, 
Thine own shall seem a marvel of rare grace! 
Though idly speak'st thou of my mystic skill, 
, Twas that which \von the King for me: ' T\vas that 
Bereft him of his daughter ere \ve had 
Been \tvedded yet a haed :-She strangely went 
Astray one moonset from the palace-steps- 
She \vent-nor yet returned.-Was it not strange?- 
She would be \vedded to an alien prince 
The morrow midnight-to a prince whose sire 
I once knew, in lost hours of lute and song, 
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When he was but a prince-I but a mouth 
For him to lift up sippingly and drain 
To lees most ultimate of stammering sobs 
And maudlin wanderings of blinded breath. 


JUCKLETo [Aside.] 
T wigg-b1'ebblets! but her Majesty hath speech 
That doth bejuice all metaphor to drip 
And spray and mist of sweetness! 


CRESTILLOMEEMo [Confusedly.] 
Where \vas I? 
0, aye !-the princess went-she strangely \vent!- 
E'en as I deemed her lover-princeling would 
As strangely go, were she not soon restored.- 
As so he did :- That airy penalty 
The jocund Fates provide our love-lorn wights 
In this glad island: So for thrice three nights 
They spun the prince his line and marked him pay 
It out (despite all warnings of his doom) 
In fast and sleepless search for her-and t/zen 
They tripped his fumbling feet and he fell-UP!- 
Up I-as 'tis writ-sheer past Heaven's flinching \valls 
And toplnost cornices.-Up-up and on !- 
And it is griInly guessed of those who thus 
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For such a term bemoan an absent love, 
And so fall uþw'ise, they must needs fall on- 
And on and on-and on-and on-and on ! 
Ha! ha! 


JUCKLET. 


Q.,ualzh! but the prince's holden breath 
Must ache his throat by this! But, 0 Iny Queen, 
What of the princess ?-and- 


CRESTILLOMEEM. 


The princess ?-Aye- 
The þrincess! Aye, she went-she strangely went! 
And when the dainty vagrant came not back- 
Both sire and son in apprehensive throes 
Of royal 
rief -the very Throne befogged 
In sighs and tears I-when all hope waned at last, 
And all the spies of Spirkland, in her quest, 
Came straggling eInpty-handed home again,- 
Why, then the wise King sleeved his rainy eyes 
And sagely thought the pretty princess had 
Strayed to the island's edge and tumbled off. 
I could have set his mind at ease on that.- 
I could have told hiIn, yea, she tUInbled off- 
I tU111bled her I-and tUInbled her so plump, 
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She tumbled in an under-island, then 
Just slow-unmooring from our own and poised 
For unknown voyagings of flight afar 
And all remote of latitudes of ours.- 
Aye, into that land I tumbled her, from which 
But one charm known to art can tUlnble her 
Back into this, and that chann, guilt be praised! 
Is lodged not in the wit nor the desire 
Of my rare lore. 


JUCKLET. 


Thereinasmuch find joy! 
But dost thou know that rumors flutter now 
AlTIOng thy subjects of thy sorceries?- 
The art being banned, thou knowest; or, unhoused, 
Is unleashed pitilessly by the grim, 
Facetious body of the dridular 
Upon the one who fain had loosed the curse 
On others.-An my counsel be worth ought, 
Then have a care thy spells do not revert 
Upon thyself, nor yet mine own poor hulk 
0' fearsomeness! 


CRESTILLOMEEM. 


Ha! ha! No vaguest need 
Of apprehension there !-While Krung remains- 
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[Site abruptly pauses-startled first, then listening cU1'iously and 
wz't1l awed Ùzte1'tJst. Voice of exquz'sz'te melodiousness and 
fervor heard singing.] 


VOICE. 


When kings are kings, and kings are men- 
P..nd the lonesome rain is raining!- 
o who shall rule from the red throne then, 
And who shall covet the scepter when- 
When the winds are all complaining? 


When men are men, and men are kings- 
And the lonesome rain is raining !- 
o who shall list as the minstrel sings 
Of the crown's fiat, or the signet-ring's, 
When the winds are all complaining? 


CRESTILLOh\EEM. 


Whence flows such s\veetness, and \vhat voice is that? 


JUCKLET. 


The voice of Spraivoll, an mine ears be perked 
And whetted 0' late honied ll1emories 
Behaunting the deserted purlieus of 
The court. 
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CRESTILLOMEEh\. 
And who is Spraivoll, and what song 
Is that she sings so blinding exquisite 
Of cadenced mystery? 


JUCKLET. 
Spraivoll-O Queen,- 
Spraivoll the Tune-Fool is she called 
By those who meet her ere the day long wanes 
And naught but janiteering sparsely frets 
The cushioned silences and stagnant dusts 
Indifferently resuscitated by 
The dro\vsy varlets in mock servitude 
Of so refurbishing the royal halls: 
She cometh, alien, from Wunkland-so 
Hath she deposed to divers questioners 
Who have been smitten of her voice-as rich 
In melody as she is poor in' caste and intellect. 
She hath been roosting, pitied of the hinds 
And scullions, round about the palace here 
F or half a node. 


CRESTILLOMEEM. 


And pray, where is she perched
 
This \viIdbird-woman with her wondrous throat? 
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JUCKLET. 


Under some dingy cornice, like enough- 
Though 'w11dbt'rd she is not, being pluméd in, 
Not feathers, but one fustioned stole-the like 
Of \vhich so shameth her fair face one needs 
Must swear some lusty oaths, but that they shape 
Themselves full gentlewise in mildest prayer:- 
Not u ' z1dbird ;-nay, nor 'w01nan-though, in truth, 
She is a licensed idiot, and drifts 
A bout, as restless and as useless, too, 
As any lazy breeze in summertime. 
I '11 call her forth to greet your Majesty. 
Ho! Spraivoll! Ho! my twittering birdster, flit 
Thou hither. 
[Enter SPRAIVOLL-ji'om behind group of statualy-singing.] 


SPRAIVOLL. 


Ting-aling! Ling-ting! Tingle-tee! 
The moon spins round and round for me ! 
Wind it up with a golden key. 
Ting-aling! Ling-ting! Tingle-tee! 


CRESTILLOMEEM. 
Who art thou, and what the strange 
Elusive beauty and intent of thy 
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Sweet song? What singest thou, vague, mystic-bird-- 
What doth the Tune-Fool sing? Aye, sing me what. 


SPRAIVOLL. [Singing.] 
What sings the breene on the \vertling-vine, 
And the tweck on the bamner-stem ? 
Their song, to me, is the same as mine, 
As mine is the same to them-to thelll- 
As mine is the saIne to then1. 


In star-starved glooms ,,-here the plustre 100111S 
With its slender boughs above, 
Their song sprays down with the fragrant blooms,- 
And the song they sing is love-is love- 
And the song they sing is love. 


JUCKLET. 


Your Majesty may be surprised some\vhat, 
But Spraivoll can not talk, her only mode 
Of speech is melody; and thou mightst put 
The dowered fool a thousand queries, and, 
In like return, receive a thousand songs, 
All set to differing tunes-as full of naught 
As space is full of emptiness. 
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CRESTILLOMEEM. 
A fool?- 
And with a gift so all-divine !-A fool? 


JUCKLET. 


Aye, \varranted!- The Flying Islands all 
Might flock in mighty counsel-moult, and shake 
Their loosened feathers, and sort every tuft, 
Nor ever most minutely quarry there 
One other Spraivoll, itching with her voice 
Such favored spot of cuticle as she 
Alone selects here in our blissful realm. 


CRESTILLOMEEM. 


Out, jester, on thy cumbrous wordiness! 
Come hither, Tune-Fool, and be not afraid, 
For I like f"ols so weIll married one: 
And since thou art a Q,ueen of fools, and he 
A K'ing, \vhy, I've a mind to bring you two 
Together in some wise. Canst use thy song 
All times in such entrancing spirit, one 
Who lists must so needs list, e'en though the song 
Go on unceasingly indefinite? 



OF THE NIGHT. 


SPRAIVOLL. [Singing.] 


If one should ask me for a song, 
Then I should answer, and Iny tongue 
Would twitter, trill and troll along 
Until the song were done. 


Or should one ask me for my tongue, 
And I should answer with a song, 
I 'd trill it till the song were sung, 
And troll it all along. 


CRESTILLOh\EEM. 


Thou art indeed a fool, and one, I think, 
To serve my present purposes. Give ear.- 
And J ucklet, thou, go to the King and bide 
His waking: then repeat these words :-" The 
ueell 
Il1/þatiently aW01"ts /zz's Majesty, 
<1lld craves his þresence in the TfYWer of Stars, 
That she 1nay there exþress full tt!llderly 
He1' great solz'cz'tude." And then, end thus,- 
" SO 11lUC/z, s/z,e bade, and drooþed her glowÙzg face 
Deeþ in the s/z,owerÙlgs of her golden haÙ', 
And wzìh a jlaslzÙzg gestu1'e of her ann 
Turned all the nlOonlig/zt palUd, saYl'ng, 
Haste!' " 
3 
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JUCKLET. 
And \vould it not be well to hang a pearl 
Or twain upon thy silken lashes? 


CRESTILLOh\EEM. 
Go ! [Exit juck/d.] 
Now, Tune-Fool, let me give thee topic for 
A song: An Empress once, \vith angel in 
Her face and devil in her heart, had wish 
To breed confusion to her sovereign lord, 
And work the downfall of his haughty son- 
The issue of a former marriage-who 
Bellowsed her hatred to the whitest heat, 
For that her own son, by a former lord, 
Was born a hideous dwarf, and reared aside 
From the sire's knowing or his own- 
That none, in sooth, might ever chance to guess 
The hapless mother of the hapless child. 
The Fiends that scar her thus, protect her still 
With outward beauty of both face and fonn.- 
It is so \vritten, and must so remain 
Till magic greater than their own is found 
To hurl against her. So is she secure 
And proof above all fear. Soh! listen well !- 



OF THE NIGHT. 


Her present lord is haunted with a dream 
That he is soon to die, and so prepares 
(All havoc hath been 'wrangled w'it/z the drugs!) 
fhe Throne for the ascension of the son, 
His curséd heir, who still doth baffle all 
Her arts against him, e'en as though he were 
Protected by a skill beyond her own. 
Soh! she, the Queen, doth rule the King in all 
Save this affectionate perversity 
Of favor for the son whom he would raise 
'1'0 his o\vn place.-And but for this the King 
Long since had tasted death and kissed his fate 
As one l11ight kiss a bride! But so his Queen 
Must needs \vithhoIJ, not deal, the final blow, 
She yet doth bind him, spelled, still trusting her; 
And, by her craft and wanton flatteries, 
Doth sway his love to every purpose but 
fhe one 1110st coveted.-And for this end 
She \\'ould make use of thee ;-and if thou dost 
Her will, as her good pleasure shall direct, 
Why, thou shalt sing at court, in silken tire, 
Thy brow bound with wild diamonds, and thy hair 
Sown \vith such gems as laugh hysteric lights 
From glittering quespar, guenk and plennocynth,- 
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Aye, even panoplied as nlight the fair 
Form of a very princess be, thy voice 
Shall woo the echoes of the listening Throne. 


SPRAIVOLL. [Crooning abstractedly.] 


And O! shall one-high brother of the air, 
I n deeps of space-shall he have dream as fair ?- 
And shall that dream be this ?-In some strange place 
Of long-lost lands he finds her waiting face- 
Comes marveling upon it, unaware, 
Set moonwise in the midnight of her hair, 
And is behaunted with old nights of May, 
So his glad lips do purl a roundelay 
Purloinéd from the echo-triller's beak, 
Seen keenly notching at some star's blanch cheeI( 
With its ecstatic twitterings, through dusk 
And sheen of dewy boughs of bloom and musk. 
For him, Love, light again the eyes of her 
That show nor tears, nor laughter, nor surprise- 
For him undim their glamour and the blur 
Of dreams drawn froln the depths of deepest skies. 
He doth not know if any lily blows 
As fair of feature, nor of any rose. 



OF THE NIGHT. 
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CRESTILLOMEEM. [Aside.] 
o this vveird woman! she døth drug mine ears 
With her uncanny sumptuousness of song! 
[To Sþraivoll.] Nay, nay! Give o'er thy tuneful maunder- 
Ings 
And mark me further, Tune-Fool-aye, and well:- 
At present doth the King lie in a sleep 
Drug-\vrought and deep as death-the after-phase 
Of an unconscious state, in which each act 
Of his throughout his waking hours is so 
Rehearsed, in manner, motion, deed and \vord, 
Her spies (the Queen's) that watch him, serving there 
As guardians o'er his royal slumbers, may 
Inform her of her lord's most secret thought. 
And 10, her plans have ripened even now 
Till, should he corne uþon his Throne to-niglzt, 
Where eagerly his counselors will bide 
His coming, -she, the Queen, hath reason to 
Suspect her long-designéd purposes 
May fall in jeopardy ;-but if he fail, 
Through allY means, to lend his presence there,- 
Then, by a \vheedled mandate, ,is his Q]leell 
Empowered 1.t'itlt all Sove1'eignty to reign 
And work the royal purposes 'instead. 
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re, the Queen hath set an interview- 
(,l\) 
A conference to be holden with the King, 
!
, 1,,'WQlèh is ordained to fall on noon to-night, 
Twelve star-twirls ere the nick the Throne convenes.- 
And with her thou shalt go, and bide in \vait 
Until she signal thee to sing; and then 
Shalt thou so work upon his mellow mood 
With that unSpirkly magic of thy voice- 
So all bedaze his waking thought with dreams,- 
The Queen may, all unnoticed, slip away, 
And leave thee singing to a throneless King. 


, ,f 
"t 


SPRAIVOLL. [Singing.] 
And who shall sing for the haughty son 
While the good King droops his head?- 
And will he dream, when the song is done, 
That a princess fair lies dead? 


CRESTILLOMEEM. 


The haughty son hath found kis " Song "-SUlte! curse l- 
And may she sing his everlasting dirge! 
She comes from that near-floating land of thine, 
Naming herself a princess of that realm 
So strangely peopled we would fain evade 
A!l mergence, and remain as strange to them 
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As they to us. No less this Dwainie hath 
Most sinuously writhed and lithed her way 
Into court-favor here-hath glidden past 
The King's encharméd sight and sleeked herself 
Within the very altars of his house- 
His line-his blood-his very life :-AMPHINE! 
Not any Spirkland gentlemaiden might 
Aspire so high as she hath dared to dare !- 
For she, with her fair skin and finer ways, 
And beauty second only to the Queen's, 
Hath caught the Prince betwixt her mellow pahns 
And stroked him flutterless. Didst ever thou 
In thy land hear of Dwain:ie oftlze WUllks? 


SPRAIVOLL. [Singing.] 


Ay, Dwainie! My Dwainie! 
The lurloo ever sings, 
A tremor in his flossy crest 
And in his glossy \vings. 
And Dwainie !-My D\vainie! 
The winno-welvers call ;- 
But Dwainie hides in Spirkland 
And answers not at all. 
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The teeper twitters Dwainie!- 
The tcheucker on his spray 
Teeters up and down the \vind 
And will not flyaway: 
And D\vainie !-My Dwainie ! 
The drowsy oovers drawl ;- 
But Dwainie hides in Spirkland 
And answers not at all. 


o Dwainie !-My Dwainie! 
The breezes hold their breath- 
The stars are pale as blossoms, 
And the night as still as death: 
And Dwainie !-My Dwainie! 
The fainting echoes fall;- 
But Dwainie hides in Spirkland 
And answers not at all. 


CRESTILLOMEEM. 


A melody ecstatic! and thy words, 
Although so meaningless, seem something more- 
A vague and shadowy something, eerie-like, 
That maketh one to shiver over-chilled 
With curious, creeping sweetnesses of pain, 



OF THE NIGHT. 


And catching breaths that flutter tremulous 
With sighs that dry the throat out icily.- 
But save thy music! Come! that I may make 
Thee ready for thy royal auditor. [Exeunt.] 


END ACT L 
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ACT II. 


SCENE II. A garden of KRUNG'S Palace, screened fro111 tlze 
nloon with netted glenk-vz.nes and bloo11z'ing rJloo11zer-bouglzs, 
all gli11111zeringly lighted with star-flakes. An arbor, near 
w/u.ch z.s a table sþread wz.th a reþast-two seats, drawn 
e'ither sz'de. A þlaying fountain, at 1narge of w/uch AM- 
PHINE sz"/s thrumming a trentoraine. 


AMPHINE. [Inzþrovz.sÙlg.] 
Ah, help me! but her face and brow 
Are lovelier than lilies are 
Beneath the light of moon and star 
That smile as they are smiling now- 
White lilies in a pallid swoon 
Ot sweetest white beneath the moon- 
White lilies, in a flood of bright 
Pure lucidness of liquid light 
Cascading down some plenilune, 
When all the azure overhead 
Blooms like a dazzling daisy-bed.- 
So luminous her face and brow, 



OF THE NIGHT. 


'[he luster of their glory, shed 
In melTIOry, even, blinds me now. 


[Plaintzvely addressing ÙzstruI11ellt.] 


o warbling strand of silver, vvhere, 0 where 
Hast thou unraveled that s\veet voice of thine 
And left its silken lTIUrmUrs quavering 
In limp thrills of delight? 0 golden wire, 
Where hast thou spilled thy precious twinkerings?- 
What thirsty ear hath drained thy melody, 
And left me but a \vild, delirious drop 
To tincture all my soul \vith vain desire? 


[Imþrovising. ] 


Her face-her bro\\T-her hair unfurled !- 
And 0 the oval chin belo\v, 
Carved, like a cunning cameo, 
With one exquisite dimple, swirled 
With swimming shine and shade, and \vhirled 
The daintiest vortex poets know- 
The s\veetest whirlpool ever t\virled 
By Cupid's finger-tip,-and so, 
The deadliest maelstrom in the world. 
[Pauses.-Ellter Dw AINIE unþercezved.] 
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AMPHINE. [Again add1'ess'ing instrument.] 
o Trentoraine! how like an emptiéd vase 
Thou art-whose clustering blooms of song have drooped 
And faded, one by one, and fallen away, 
And left to me but dry and tuneless stems, 
And crisp and \vithered tendrils of a voice 
Whose thrilling tone, now like a throttled sound, 
Lies stifled, faint, and gasping all in vain 
F or utterance. 


[Again 'improvising.] 
And 0 mad wars of blinding blurs 
And flashings of lance-blades of light, 
Whet glitteringly athwart the sight 
That dares confront those eyes of hers! 
Let any dew-drop soak the hue 
Of any violet through and through, 
And then be colorless and dull, 
Compared with eyes so beautiful! 
I swear ye that her eyes be bright 
As noonday, yet as dark as night- 
As bright as be the burnished bars 
Of rainbows set in sunny skies, 
And yet as deep and dark, her eyes, 
And lustrous black as blo\vn-out stars. 
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[Pauses-DW AINIE still ullþercezved, t"adiantly smilz'ng and 
wafting kisses down from trellis-w'indow above.] 


AMPHINE. [AgaÙz to 'instrument.] 
o empty husk of song! 
If deep within my heart the music thou 
Hast stored away might find an issuance, 
A fount of limpid laughter \vould leap up 
And gurgle from my lips, and all the winds 
Would revel with it, riotous with joy; 
And Dwainie, in her beauty, would lean o'er 
The battlements of night, and, like the moon, 
The glory of her face would light the world- 
For I would sing of love. 


DW AINIE. - 


And she would hear,- 
And, reaching overhead among the stars, 
Would scatter them like dé1isies at thy feet. 


AMPHINE. 


o voice, where art thou floating on the air?- 
o Seraph-soul, where art thou hovering? 


Dw AINIE. 


) hover in the zephyr of thy sighs, 
And trelnble lest thy love for me shall fail 


.. 
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To buoy me thus forever on the breath 
Of such a dream as Heaven envies. 


AMPHINE. 


Ah! 


[TurnÙzg, discove1's Ow AINIE-s/ze feigning still Ùzvisibility, 
wlzile lze, with lifted eyes and w'istful gaie, preludes with 
Ùzst1'lunent-tlzen s'ings.] 
Linger, my Owainie! Owainie, lily-fair, 
Stay yet thy step upon the casement-stair- 
Poised be thy slipper-tip as is the tine 
Of some still star.-Ah, Owainie-Owainie Inine, 
Yet linger-linger there! 


Thy face, 0 Dwainie, lily-pure and fair, 
Gleams i' the dusk, as in thy dusky hair 
The moony zhoomer glimmers, or the shine 
Of thy swift smile.
Ah, Dwainie-O\vainie mine, 
Yet linger-linger there! 


With lifted wrist, whereround the laughing air 
Hath blown a mist of lawn and claspt it there, 
Waft finger-thipt adieus that spray the wine 
Of thy waste kisses to'rd me, D\vainie mine - 
Yet linger-linger there! 
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What unloosed splendor is there may compare 
With thy hand's unfurled glory, anywhere? 
\Vhat glint of dazzling dew or jewel fine 
May mate thine eyes ?-Ah, Owainie-Owainie mine! 
Yet linger-linger there! 


My soul confronts thee: On thy brow and hair 
It lays its tenderness like palms of prayer- 
It touches sacredly those lips of thine 
And swoons across thy spirit, Owainie mine, 
The while thou lingerest there. 
[D1'OþS t1'entoraine, and, witlt oþen arms, gates )lea1 ningly 
on Ow AINIE.] 


Ow AINIE. 


o 


Thy words do wing Iny being dovewise! 


AMPHINE. 


Then, 
Thou lovest !-O my homing dove, veer down 
And nestle in the warm home of my breast! 
So empty are mine arms, so full my heart, 
The one must hold thee, or the other burst. 


Ow AINIE. [Throwing herself ,in his enzbrace.] 
Æo's own hand methinks hath flung me here: 
o hold me that He may not pluck Ine back. 
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AMPHINE. 
So closely will I hold thee that not e'en 
The hand of death shall separate us. 


Ow AINIE. 


So 
May sweet death find us, then, that, woven thus 
In the corolla of a ripe caress, 
We may drop lightly, like t\vin plustre-buds, 
On Heaven's star-strewn lawn. 


AMPHINE. 
So do I pray. 
But tell me, tender heart, an thou dost love, 
Where hast thou loitered for so long ?-for thou 
Didst promise tryst here with me earlier by 
Some severallayodelnes, \vhich I have told 
Full chafingly against my finger-tips 
Till the full complement, save three, are ranged 
Thy pitiless accusers, claiIning, each, 
So many as their joinéd number be 
Shalt thou so Inany tilnes lift up thy lips 
For mine's most lingering forgiveness. 
So, save thee, 0 my Sweet! and rest thee, I 
Have ordered merl and viands to be brought 
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For our refreshment here, where, thus alone, 
I may sip words with thee as well as wine. 
Why hast thou kept me so athirst?-Why, 
Aln jealous of the flattered solitudes 
In which thou walkest. [They sd at tablt5.] 


DW AINIE. 


Nay, I \vill not tell, 
Since, an I yielded, countless questions, like 
In idlest worth, would \vaste our interview 
In speculations vain.-Let this suffice:- 
I stayed to talk with one whom, long ago, 
I met and kne\v, and grew to love, forsooth, 
In dreamy Wunkland.- Talked of meIlo\v nights, 
And long, long hours of golden olden times, 
When girlish happiness locked hands with me 
And we \vent spinning round, with naked feet 
In swaths of bruiséd roses ankle-deep; 
When laughter rang unsilenced, unrebuked, 
And prayers \vent unrelnembered, oozing clean 
From the drowsed memory, as frOln the eyes 
The pure, s\veet mother-face that bent above 
GliIl1Inered and \vavered, blurred, bent closer still 
A tiIneless instant, like a shadowy fhune, 
4 
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Then flickered tremulously o'er the brow, 
And went out in a kiss. 


AMPHINE. [K'iss'ing her.] 
Not like to this! 
o blesséd lips whose kiss alone may be 
Sweeter than their sweet speech! Speak on, and say 
Of what else talked thee and thy friend? 


Dw AINIE. 


We talked 
Of all the past, ah mt! and all the friends 
That now await my coming. And we talked 
Of 0 so many things-so many things- 
That I but blend them all with dreams of when, 
With thy warm hand clasped close in this of mine, 
We cross the floating bridge that soon again 
Will span the all-unfatholnable gulfs 
Of nether air betwixt this isle of strife 
And my most glorious realm of changeless peace, 
Where summer night reigns ever and the moon 
Hangs ever ripe and lush with radiance 
Above a land where roses float on wings 
And fan their fragrance out so lavishly 
That Heaven hath hint of it, and oft therefrom 
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Sends down to us across the odorous seas 
Strange argosies of interchanging bud 
And blossom, spice and balm.-Sweet-sweet 
Beyond all art and wit of uttering. 


AMPHINE. 


o EInpress of my listening Soul, speak on, 
And tell me all of that rare land of thine !- 
F or even though I reigned a peerless king 
Within mine own, methinks I could fling down 
My scepter, signet, crown and royal might, 
And so fare down the thornéd path of life 
If at its dwindling end my feet might touch 
Upon the shores of such a land as thou 
Dost paint.for me-tlzy realm! Tell on of it- 
And tell me if thy sister-woman there 
Is like to thee-)' et nay! for if thou didst, 
These eyes would lose all speech of sight 
And call not back to thine their utter love. 
But tell me of thy brothers.-Are they great, 
And can they grapple Æo's arguments 
Beyond our skill? or \vrest a purpose frOln 
The pink side of the moon at Darsten-tide? 
Or cipher out the problem of blind stars, 
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That ever still do safely grope their way 
Among the thronging constellations? 


Ow AINIE. 


Aye! 
A ye, they have leaped all earthland barriers 
In mine own isle of wisdom-working Wunks:- 
'Twas Wunkland's son that voyaged round the moon 
And moored his barque within the molten bays 
Of bubbling silver: And 'twas W unkland's son 
That talked with Mars-un buckled Saturn's belt 
And tightened it in squeezure of such facts 
Therefroln as even he dare not disclose 
In full till all his followers, as himself, 
Have grown them wings, and gat them beaks and claws, 
With plumage all bescienced to withstand 
All tensest flames-glaze-throated, too, and lung'd 
To swallow fiercest-spirted jets, and cores 
Of embered and unquenchable white heat: 
'Twas Wunkland's son that alchemized the dews, 
And bred all colored grasses that he wist- 
Divorced the airs and mists and caught the trick 
Of azure-tinting earth as well as sky: 
'Twas Wunkland's son that bent the rainbow straight 
And walked it like a street, and so returned 
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To tell us it was made of hammered shine, 
Inlaid with strips of selvedge froln the sun, 
And burnished \vith the rust of rotten stars: 
'Twas Wunkland's son that comprehended first 
All grosser things, and took our worlds apart 
And oiled their works with theories that clicked 
In glib articulation with the pulse 
And palpitation of the systemed facts.- 
And, circling ever round the farthest reach 
Of the remotest welkin of all truths, 
We stint not our investigations to 
Our worlds only, but query still beyond.- 
F or now our goolores say, belo\v these isles 
A million million miles, are other worlds- 
Not like to ours, but round, as bubbles are, 
And, like them, ever reeling on through space, 
And anchorless through all eternity ;- 
Not like to ours, for our isles, as they note, 
Are living things that fly about at night, 
And soar above and cling, throughout the day, 
Like bats, beneath the bent sills of the skies: 
And I myself have heard, at dawn of moon, 
A liquid music filtered through my dreaITIS, 
As though 'twere Inyriads of sweet voices, pent 
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In sOlne o'erhanging realm, had spilled thelnselves 
In streams of melody that trickled through 
The chinks and crannies of a crystal pave, 
U ntH the \vasted juice of hannony, 
Slow-leaking o'er my senses, laved my soul 
In ecstasy divine: And afferhaiks, 
Who scour our coasts on missions for the King, 
Declare our island's shape is like the zhibb's 
When lolling in a trance upon the air, 
With open wings upslant and motionless. 
o such a land it is-so all cOlnplete 
In all wise habitants, and knowledge, lore, 
Arts, sciences, perfected government- 
In kingly wisdom, \vorth and majesty- 
So furnished forth in all things lovable, 
o Amphine, love of Inine, it lacks but thy 
Sweet presence to make it a paradise? 
[Takes up trentoraine.] 
And shall I tell thee of the home that \vaits 
For thy glad cOIning, Amphine ?-Listen, then! 
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CHANT-RECITATIVE. 
A palace veiled in a glimmering dusk; 
Wann breaths of a tropic air, 
Drugged with the odorous marzhoo's musk 
And the sumptuous cyncotwaire- 
Where the trembling hands of the lihving's leaves 
The winds caress and fawn, 
While the dreamy starlight idly weaves 
Designs for the damask lawn. 


Densed in the depths of a dim eclipse 
Of palms, in a flowery space, 
A fountain leaps froln the marble lips 
Of a girl, with a golden vase 
Held atip on a curving \vrist, 
Drinking the drops that glance 
Laughingly in the glittering mist 
Of her crystal utterance. 


Archways looped o'er blooming walks 
That lead through gleaming halls; 
And balconies where the word-bird talks 
To the tittering waterfalls: 
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And caselllents, gauzed with the filmy sheen 
Of a lace that sifts the sight 
Through a ghost of bloom on the haunted screen 
That drips \vith the dews of light. 


Weird, pale shapes of sculptured stone,- 
With marble nymphs agaze 
Ever in fonts of alnber, so\\'n 
With seeds of gold, and sprays 
Of elnerald Inosses, ever dro\vned, 
Where glÏInpses of shell and gelll 
Peer froln the depths, as round and round 
The nautilus nods at theln. 


Faces blurred in a mazy dance, 
With a Inusic wild and s\veet, 
Spinning the threads of the mad romance 
That tangles the waltzers' feet: 
T\vining arms, and warm, s\vift thrills 
That pulse to the Inelody, 
Till the soul of the dancer dips and fills 
In the wells of ecstasy. 
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Eyes that Inelt in a quivering ore 
Of love, and the molten kiss 
Jetted forth of the hearts that pour 
Their blood in the molds of bliss.--. 
Till, worn to a languor slumber-deep, 
The soul of the dreamer lifts 
A silken sail on the gulfs of sleep, 
And into the darkness drifts. 
[The 'instrument falls from her hallds-AMPHINE, tit stress of 
passionate de/z'glzt, embraces her.] 


AMPHINE. 


Thou art not all of earth, 0 angel one! 
NJr do I far miswonder me an thou 
Hast peered above the very walls of Heaven! 
What hast thou seen there ?-Didst on Æo bask 
Thine eyes and clothe Him with new splendorings? 
And strove He to fling back as bright a smile 
As thine, the while He beckoned thee within? 
And, tell me, didst thou meet an angel there 
Alinger at the gates, nor entering 
Till I, her brother, joiner her? 



50 


THE FLYING ISLANDS 


DW AINIE. 
Why, hast thou 
A sister dead ?- Truth, I have heard of one 
Long lost to thee-not dead? 


AMPHINE. 
Of her I speak,- 
And dead, although we know not certainly, 
We lTIOan us ever it must needs be death 
Only could hold her from us such long term 
Of changeless yearning for her glad return. 
She strayed away from us long, long ago.- 
o and our memories !-Her wondering eyes 
That seemed as though they ever looked on things 
We might not see-as haply so they did,- 
For she went from us, all so suddenly- 
So strangely vanished, leaving never trace 
Of her outgoing, that I of times think 
Her rapt eyes fell along some certain path 
Of special glory paven for her feet, 
And fashioned of Æo's supreme desire 
That she might bend her steps therein anù so 
Reach Him again, unseen of our mere eyes. 
My sweet, sweet sister !-lost to brother-sire- 
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And, to her hedrt, one dearer than all else,- 
Her lover-lost indeed! 


Ow AINIE. 


Nay, do not grieve 
Thee thus, 0 loving heart! Thy sister yet 
May come to thee in some glad way the Fates 
Are fashioning the while thy teardrops fall ! 
So calm thee, while I speak of thine o\vn self.- 
F or I have listened to a \vhistling bird 
That pipes of waiting danger. Oidst thou note 
No strange behavior of thy sire of late? 


AMPHINE. 


A ye, he is silent, and he walks as one 
In some fixed melancholy, or as one 
Half waking. 


Ow AINIE. 


Aye! and doth he counsel not 
With thee in any wise pertaining to 
His ailings, or of matters looking to\vard 
His future purposes, or his intents 
Regarding thine own future fortunings 
And his desires and interests therein? 
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. . 
What beanng hath he sho\vn of late toward thee 
By \vhich thou mightst beframe some estimate 
," \..- 
Of his mind's placid flow or turbulent? 
And hath he not so spoken thee at tiInes 
Thou hast been 'wildered of his words, or grieved 
Of his strange manner? 


AMPHINE. 


Once he stayed me on 
The palace-stairs and whispered, " Lo, my son, 
Thy young reign draweth nigh-prepare! "-So passed 
And vanished as a wraith, so wan he was! 


DW AINIE. 


And didst thou never reason on this thing, 
Nor ask thyself what dims thy father's eye 
And makes a brooding shadow of his form? 


AMPHINE. 


Why, there's a household rumor that he dreams 
Death fareth ever at his side, and soon 
Shall signal a\vay.-Butjucklel saith 
C1'i
st'illomeen'l hath said the leeches say 
There is no cause for serious concern; 
And thus am I assured 'tis nothing more 



OF THE NIGHT. 


COLLEGE 0 
THE 5fACJr' 
AUG.1 


191 
LIBRA R Y 


Than childish fancy of mine aging sire,- 
And so, as now, I laugh, full reverently, 
And marvel, as I mark his shuffling gait, 
And his bestrangered air and murmurous lips, 
As by he glideth to and fro, ha! ha! 
Ho! ho !-I laugh me many, many times- 
Mind, thou, 'tis reverently I laugh-ha! ha!- 
And wonder, as he glideth ghostly-wise, 
If ever I shall waver as I walk, 
And stumble o'er my beard, and knit my brows, 
And o'er the dull mosaics of the pave 
Play chequers with mine eyes! Ho! ho! Ah! ha! 


Dw AINIE. [Aside.] 
How dare I tell hiJn? Yet I must-I must! 


AMPHINE. 


Why, art thou, too, grown childish, that thou canst 
Find thee \vaste pleasure talking to thyself, 
And staring frowningly \vith eyes whose smiles 
I need so much? 


DW AINIE. 


Nay, rather say, their tears, 
Poor thoughtless Prince! [Aside.] (My nlagic even no\v 
Forecasts his kingly sire's near happening 
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Of nameless hurt and ache and awful stress 
Of agony supreme, when he shall stare 
The stark truth in the face! ) 


AMPHINE. 
What-what mean you? 


Dw AINIE. 
What mean I but thy welfare? Why, I mean, 
One hour agone, the Queen, thy mother- 


AMPHINE. 


Say only" Queen" ! 


Nay, 


ow AINIE. 
-The Queen, one hour agone- 
As so I learned from source I need not say- 
Sent message craving audience with the King 
At noon to-night, \vithin the Tower of Stars.- 
Thou knowest, only brief space following 
The time of her pent session thereso set 
In secret with the King alone, the Throne 
Is set, too, to convene; and that the King 
Hath lellt Ids seal unto a 1nandate that, 
Should he wz'thhold his presence the1'i, the Q!.feen 
Shall be empou'ered to preside-to re'ign- 
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Solely endowed to w01'k the royal 'U''l'U 
/1llieu of the good King. Now, therefore, I 
Have been advised that she, the Queen, by craft 
Connives to hold him absent purposely, 
That she may claim the vacancy-for what 
Covert design I know not, but I kno\v 
It augurs danger to you both, as to 
The Throne s own perpetuity. [Aside.] (Again 
My magic gives me vision terrible:- 
The Sorceress' legions balk mine own.- The King 
Still hers, yet wavering. 0 save the King, 
Thou Æo !-Render him to us! ) 


AMPHINE. 
I feel 
Thou speakest truth: and yet how know you this? 


Dw AINIE. 


Ask me not that; my lips are welded close.- 
And, 11101'e,-since I have dared to speak, and thou 
To listen,-Jucklet is accessory, 
And even now is plotting for thy fall. 
But, Passion of my Soul! think not of me,- 
F or nothing but sheer magic may avail 
To work me harm; -but look thee to thyself! 
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For thou art blameless cause of all the hate 
That rankleth in the bosom of the Queen. 
So have tkinc eyes 'Zlllslunlbered ever, that 
No steþ nlay steal behind thee-for in tlus 
Unlooked-of way tkine enemy u'ill come.- 
This much I know, but for \vhat fell intent 
Dare not surmise.-So look thee, night and day 
That none may skulk uþon tlzee Ùz tkis u'Úe 
Of dastardly attack. [Aside.] (Ha! Sorceress! 
Thou palest, tossing wild and wantonly 
The smothering golden tempest of thy hair.- 
What! lying eyes! ye dare to utter tears? 
Helþ 1 helP 1 Yield us the King 1) 


AMPHINE. 


And thou, 0 s\veet! 
How art thou guarded and what shield is thine 
of safety? 


Dw AINIE. 
Fear not thou for me at all.- 
Possessed am I of \vondrous sorcery- 
The gift of Holy Magi at my birth :- 
Mine enemy must front me in assault 
And must with mummery of speech assail, 
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And I \vill know him in first utterance- 
And so may thus disarm him, though he be 
A giant thrice in vasty form and force. [Singing heard.] 
But, list! \vhat wandering minstrel cometh here 
In the young night? 


V OICE.-[In distance-singing.] 
The drow5f)' eyes oJ- the stars grow dÌ1n ,- 
The 'lvamboo roosts on the rainbow's rÙn, 
And the moon 'is a ghost of skine .- 
The sooth-ing song of the crule ,is done, 
But the song of love 'is a soother one, 
And the song of love Ú nlÙze. 
Then, wake! 0 wake! 
For the sweet song's sake, 
Nor let nlj! heart 
W'ith the rnonlÌJlg break! 


AMPHINE. 


Some serenader. Hist! 
What meaneth he so early, and what thus 
Within the palace garden-close? Quick; here! 
He neareth! Soh! Let us conceal ourselves 
And mark his action, wholly unobserved. 
[AMPHINE and OW AINIE ellter bower.] 
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VOICE. [Draw'illg 11eare1'.] 


The l1zist of the nzorn'ing, ckill and gray, 
II/raþs the night in a shroud of sþray ,- 
Tlzß sun is a crÙ1Zs01z blot: 
The moon fades fast, and tlze stars takt wing; 
The comet's tail ,is a fleetz"ng tking- 
But the tale of love ,is not. 
Then, wake! 0 wake! 
For the sweet song's sake, 
Nor let nzy heart 
W'ith the 1nornÙzg break! 


[Enter JUCKLET.] 


JUCKLET. 


Ho! ho! what will my dainty mistress say 
When I shall stand knee-deep in the wet grass 
Beneath her lattice, and with upturned eyes 
And tongue out-lolling like the clapper of 
A bell, outpour her that? I wonder now 
If she will not put up her finger thus, 
And say, " Hist! heart of mine! the angels call 
To thee!" Ho! ho! Or will her blushing face 
Light up her dim boudoir and, from her glass, 
Flare back to her a flame upsprouting from 
The hot-cored socket of a soul whose light 
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She thought long since had guttered out?-Ho! ho! 
Or, haply, will sh 7 chastely bend abpve- 
A pari an phantom, with its head atip 
And twinkling fingers dusting down the dews 
That glitter on the tarapyzma vines 
That riot round her casement-gathering 
Lush blooms to pelt me with, while I below 
All winkingly a\vait the fragrant shower? 
Ho! ho! how jolly is this thing of love! 
But ho\v much richer, rarer, jollier 
Than all the loves is this rare love of mine! 
Why, my sweet Princess doth not even dream 
I an'l her lover,-for, to here confess, 
I have a way of wooing all mine own 
And \vaste scant speech in creamy cOlnpliment 
And courtesies all gaumed with vdny \\70rds.- 
In sooth, I do not woo at all-I will! 
Ho\v is it now the old duet doth glide 
Itself full ripplingly adown the grooves 
Of its quaint melody?-And \vhoso, by- 
The-bye, or, by-the-way, or, for the JlO1lce, 
Or, eke ye, þeradventure, ever Jurst 
Render a duet singly but myself? 


[Singing-With grotesque mim'icry of two 'Voices.] 
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JUCKLET'S DUET. 


How is it you "YOO ?-and now answer me true,- 
How is it you woo and you win? 
Wily, to allswer you true,-tlle first tIling you do 
Is to sinzþly, my dearest-begill. 


But how can I begin to woo or to win 
When I don't know a win from a woo? 
Wlzy, cover YOU1" cldll w'ith your fan or your fin, 
And l'll 'introduce them to you. 


But what if it drew from my parents a view 
With my own in no manner akin? 
No matter !--J'our view shall be first of the two,- 
So I hastell to usher them ill. 


Nay, stay! Shall I grin at the woo or the win? 
And what will he do if I do? 
Why, the woo will begill with" How þleasant ,it's been! " 
And the Wz"ll with" Delighted with you!" 


Then supposing he grew very dear to my view- 
I'm speaking, you know, of the win? 
Why, then, you should do what he wanted you to,- 
And now t"s the t'ime to begin. 
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The time to begin? 0 then usher hilTI in- 
Let him say what he wants me to do. 
He is lzere.-He 's a twin of you1"self,-I am "Win," 
And you are, my dart-ing, my " Woo!" 
[Caþering and courtesyÙzg to feigned audÙnce. ] 


That song I call most sensible nonsense; 
And if the fair and peerless Owainie were 
But here, with that sweet voice of hers, to take 
The part of " Woo," I'd be the happiest" Win" 
On this side of futurity! Ho! ho! 


Ow AINIE. [Aside to AMPHINE.] 
What means he? 


AMPHINE. 


Why, he means that throatless head 
Of his needs further chucking down betwixt 
His cloven shoulders! 
[Starts forwal'd-Dwainie detaining hÙn.] 


Ow AINIE. 


Nay, thou shalt not stir! 
See! now the monster hath discovered our 
Repast. Hold! Let us mark him further. 
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JUCKLET. [Archly e.J 1 eing viands.] 
What t 


A roasted wheffle and a toe-spiced whum, 
Tricked with a Iarvey and a gherghgling's tail !- 
And, sprit me! \vine enough to S\ViIn theln in ! 
N O\V I should like to put a question to 
The guests,. but as there are none, I direct 
Mine interrogatory to the host. [Bowing to "L 1 acall0'.] 
Am I behind-time?- Then I can but trust 
My tardy coming Inay be overlooked 
In my most active effort to regain 
A gracious tolerance by service now:- 
Directing rapt attention to the fact 
That I have brought mine appetite along, 
I can but feel, ho! ho! that further \vords 
Would be a waste of speech. 
[Sits at table-pours out wine, dri1lks and eats voraciouslY.] 


-There was a time 
When I was rather backward in my ways 
In courtly company (as though, forsooth, 
I felt not, from my very birth, the swish 
Of royal blood along Iny veins, though bred 
Alnongst the treacled scullions and the thralls 
I shot froIn, like a cork, in youthful years, 
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Into court-favor by my wit's sheer stress 
Of fomrntation.-Pah 1 the stench 0' toz"ll) 
Aye, someho\v, as I think, I've all outgrown 
That coarse, nice age, wherein one makes a Ineal 
Of t\VO estardles and a fork of soup. 
Hey! sanaloo! Lest my starved stolnach stand 
Awe-stricken and aghast, with mouth agape 
Before the rich profusion of this feast, 
· I lubricate it with a glass of merl 
And coax it on to Inore familiar terms 
Of fellowship with those delectables. 
[Pours wine and holds up goblet with mock courtliness. ] 
Mine host !- Thou of the vie\vless presence and 
Hush-haunted lip :- Thy most inlperial, 
Etherial, and immaterial health! 
Live till the sun dries up, and comb thy cares 
With star-prongs till the comets fizzle out 
And fade away and fail and are no more! 
[Drinks and refills gob/d.] 
And, if thou \\Tilt permit me to observe,- 
The gleaming shaft of spirit in this wine 
Goes whistling to its mark, and full and fair 
Zipps to the target-center of Iny soul! 
Why, no\v am I the veriest gentielnan 
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That ever buttered woman with a smile, 
And let her Inelt and run and drip and ooze 
All over and around a \vanton heart! 
And if my mistress bent above me no\v, 
In all my hideous defonnity, 
I think she would look over, as it were, 
The hump upon my back; and so forget 
The kinks and knuckles of my crooked legs, 
In this enchanting smile, she needs must leap, 
Love-dazzled, and fall faint and fluttering 
Within these yawning, all-devouring arms 
Of mine! Ho! ho! And yet Crestillomeem 
Would have me blight my dainty Dwainie with 
This feather from the Devil's wing !-But I 
Am far too full of craft to spoil the eyes 
That yet shall pour their love like nectar out 
Into mine own,-and I am far too deep 
F or royal wit to wade my purposes. 


DWAINIE. [To AMPHINE.] 
What can he mean? 


AMPHINE. [Chafing tOn suppressed frellf.Y.] 
Ha! to rush forward and 
Tear out his tongue and slap it in his face! 
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Ow AINIE. [Aside.] 
Nay, nay! Hist what he saith ! 


JUCKLET. 


I-Io\v big a fool- 


Ho\v all magnificent an iJiot 
Would I be to blight ltel'-(Iny peerless one !- 
My very soul's soul!) as Crestillomeem 
Ooth instigate me to, for Izer hate's sake- 
And inward jealousy, as well, belike!- 
W ouldst have my Owainie blinded to my charms- 
F or charms, good sooth, \vere every several flaw 
Of my malforméd outer-self, compared 
With that his Handsomeness, the Prince Ampl:ine 
Shall change to at a breath of my puff'd cheek, 
E'en were it weedy-bearded at the time 
With such a stubble as a huntsman well 
Might lose his spaniel in ! Ho! ho! Ho! ho! 
I fear Ine, 0 my coy Crestillomeem, 
Thine ancient coquetry doth challenge still 
Thine o\vn vain admiration ovennuch ! 
I to crush her ?-vvhen thou, as certainly, 
Hast armed me to smite down the only bar 
That lies betwixt her love and mine? Ho! ho! 


65 



66 


THE FLYING ISLANDS 


Hey! but the revel I shall riot in 
Above the beauteous Prince, instantuously 
Made all abhorrent as a reptiled bulk! 
Ho! ho! my princely wooer of the fair 
Rare lady of mine o\vn superior choice! 
Pah! but my very 'lnaginings of him 
Refinéd to that shaméd, sickening shape, 
Do so beloathe me of him there be qualms 
Expostulating in my forum now! 
Ho! what unprincifying properties 
Of medication hath her Majesty 
Put in my tender charge! Ho! ho! Ho! ho! 
Ah, Dwainie! sweetest sweet! what shock to thee !- 
I wonder, when she sees the human toad 
Squat at her feet and cock his filmy eyes 
Upon her and croak love, if she will not 
Call me to tweezer him with two long sticks 
And toss him from her path.-O ho! Ho! ho! 
Hell bend him o'er some blossom quick, that I 
May have one brother in the flesh! 


[Nods drowsilY.] 


DWAINIE. [To AMPHINE.] 
Ha! See! 
He groweth drunken.-Soh! Bide yet a spell 
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And I will vex him with my sorcery: 
Then shall we hence, for 10, the node when all 
Our subtlest arts and strategies must needs 
Be quickened into acts and swift results. 
Now bide thou here, and in mute silence mark 
The righteous penalty that hath accrued 
Upon that dwarféd monster. 


[She stands, still Ùz concealment from the dwarf, her tense gate 
fixed uþon him as though t'n mute and þainful act of incau- 
tatioll.-JUCKLET affected drowst'ly-yawns and nlurn- 
bles 'incoherently-stretches, and gradually sinks at full 
length on the sward.-OW AINIE moves foru'ard-AM- 
PHINE, follo'wtng, is about to set foot contemþtuously 011. 
sleeper's breast, but is caught alld held away by OW AINIE, 
who 'Ùnperz'ously waves him back, and still, Ùz þallto- 
1nz'me, conzmanding, bids him turn and hide his face-AM- 
PHINE obtying as though unable to do otherwise. Ow AI- 
NIE then unbinds her hair, and throwing it all forward 
cover'ing her face and bending tt"ll it trails the ground, she 
lifts to the knee her dress, and so walks backward ill a 
circle round the sleeping JUCKLET, c1'ooning to herself 
an incoherent song. Then þausing, Idting fall bel' gown, 
and rz'sz'ng to full stature, waves her hands above the sleeþ- 
er's face, and 1'uns to AMPHINE, who turns about and 
gates Oil her with new wOnder1Jlent.] 
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D\VAINIE. [To AMPHINE.] 


Now shalt thou 
Look on such scaith as thou hast never dreamed. 


[As she sþeaks, half aver#ng her face as w'ith melancholy aþ- 
þ1 ehens'ion, chorus of lugubrz.ous voz'ces heard chanting dis- 
cordantly.] 


VOICES. 


When the fat moon smiles, 
And the comets kiss, 
And the elves of Spirkland flit, 
The Whanghoo twunkers 
A tune like this, 
And the nightmares champ the bitt. 


[As chorus d-ies away, a comet, jre'ighted with weird shaþes, 
diþs from the night and trails near JUCKLET'S sleeþing 
figure, while, with attendant goblilz-fonns, two Nightmares, 
CREECH and GRITCHFANG, alz'ght.- The comet hisses, 
switcbes its taz"l and dz'saþþears, u'bile the two goblins hover 
bUiiingly 0' er JUCKLET, who starts wide-eyed a1ld stares 
fixedly at them, w#h horribly contorted features.] 
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CREECH. [To GRITCHFANG.] 


Buzz! 


Buzz ! 


Buzz ! 


Buzz! 
Flutter your wings like your grandmother does! 
Tuck in your chin and wheel over and whz.r-t"-r 
Like a dickerbug fast in the web of the wuhrr ! 
Reel out your tongue, and untangle your toes, 
And rattle your claws o'er the bridge of his nose; 
Tickle his ears with your feathers and fuzz, 
And keep up a hum like your grandmother does! 
[JUCKLET moans and clutches at az"r cOllvulsivefv.] 


AMPHINE. [Shuddering.] 
Most gruesome sight! See how the poor worm writhes! 
How must he suffer! 


Ow AINIE. 


Aye, but good is meant- 
A far voice sings it so. 


GRITCHFANG. [To CREECH.] 


Let Ine dive deep in his nostraline caves, 
And keep an eye out as to how he behaves: 
Fasten him down while I put him to rack- 
And don't let him flop from the flat of his back! 
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s to m'Ùzute sZf.e, while goblin attendants Pluck from 
shrubbe1:Y a great lily-shaped flower which they 'invert 
funnel-wise, with small end at sleeper's nostrz'ls, hoisting 
GRITCHFANG 'Ùl at top and jostling shapedownu'ard grad- 
ually ft'om sight, and-l'emovingflower,-vo'ice ofGRITCH- 
FANG cont'inues gleefítlly from within sleeper's head.] 


Ho! I have bored through the floor of his brains, 
And set them all writhing with torturous pains; 
And I shriek out the prayer, as I whistle and whiz, 
I may be the nightmare that my grandmother is ! 


[Reappears, thl'ough revel'sal of flower-method, assu1nillg fonner 
shape, Cl'osses to CREECH, and, joining, the twaz"n dance 
on sleeþer's stomach z"n broken #me to duo.] 


Duo. 


Whing ! 


Whang! 


So our ancestors sang! 
And they guzzled hot blood and blew up with a bang 1- 
But they ever tenaciously clung to the rule 
To only blow up in the hull of a fool- 
To fizz and explode like a cast-iron toad 
In the cavernous depths where his victuals were stowed- 
When chances were ripest and thickest and best 
To burst every button-hole out of his vest! 
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[They þause, float h'z"gh above, and fusing together into a gl'eat 
squal'e Ù'on we'ight, dl'Oþ heavily on cbest of slee
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moans þiteously.] 


AMPHINE. [HÙling hts face.] 
Ah! take me hence! 


[Ow AINIE leads h'l'm off, looking backward as she goes and wav- 
tttg her hands Ùnþloringly to CREECH and GRITCH- 
FANG, 'J'eassunu'ng f01'1ner shaþes, in ecstacies of insane 
delight.] 


CREECH. [To GRITCHFANG.] 


Zipp ! 


Zipp ! 


Zipp ! 


Zipp ! 
Sting his tongue raw and unravel his lip ! 
Grope, on the right, down his windpipe, and squeeze 
His liver as dry as a petrified wheeze! 


[GRITCHFANG-as before-shrinks and disappea1's at sleeþ- 
er's mouth.] 


Throttle his heart till he's black in the face, 
And bury it down in some desolate place 
Where only remorse in pent agony lives 
To dread the advice that your grandmother gives! 
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[7be sleeper struggles COlltol'tedly, u,hz1e voice of GRITCH- 
FANG calls (1'0111 witbin.] 


GRITCHFANG. 


Ho-ho! I have clam bered the rungs of his ribs 
And be-riddled his lungs into tatters and dribs ; 
And I turn up the tube of his heart like a hose 
And squirt all the blood to the end of his nose! 
I stamp on his stomach and caper and prance, 
With my tail tossing round like a boomerang-lance! 
And thus may success ever crown IllY intent 
To \vander the ways that my grandmother went! 


[Reappears, falls b,;'ster'ically in CREECH'S outstretched arl1lS. 
- 'Then dance and chorus:] 


Duo. 


Whing ! 


Whung! 


So our ancestors sung! 
And they snorted and pawed, and they hissed and they 
stung,- 
Taking special terrific delight in their work 
On the fools that they found in the lands of the Spirk.- 
And each little grain of their powders of pain 
They scraped up and pestled again and again- 
Mixed in quadruple doses for gluttons and sots, 
Till they strangled their dreams with gung-jibbrious knots! 
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['The comet aga'l'n trat"ls þast, upon which the Nightmares leap 
and disappear. JUCKLET staggers to his feet and glares 
frenr,íedly around-then starts for opposite ex# of c01net- 
,is there suddenly confronted with fiend-Jaces 'IOn the air, 
bewhz'skered with ragged þurþUsh flames that flare audibly 
and huskzoly t"n abrupt alternat'l"ng cht"!l gasps and hot welt- 
el'Ùzgs of wttzd. He starts back from theIn, reels and falls 
þl'ostrate, groveHng terrifiedly in tht! dust, and chattering, 
wzOth eerÙ must'c accompanyt'ng his broken utterance.] 


JUCKLET. 


Æo ! Æo ! Æo ! 
Thou that dost all things know- 
Waiving all claims of mine to dare to pray, 
Save that I needs nzust :-Lo, 
What may I pray for? Yea, 
I have not any way, 
An Thou gainsayest me a tolerance so.- 
I dare not pray 
ForgzOveness-too great 
My vast o'ertoppling weight 
Of sinning; nor can I 
Pray my 
Poor soul unscourged to go.- 
Frame 'Thou my prayer, Æo! 
6 
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What may I pray for? Dare 
I shape a prayer, 
In sooth, 
For any canceled joy 
Of my mad youth, 
Or any bliss my sin's stress did destroy? 
What may I pray for-What?- 
That the wild clusters of forget-roe-not 
And mignonette 
And violet 
Be out of childhood brought, 
And in mine old heart set 
A-blooming now as then?- 
With all their petals yet 
Bediamoned with dews- 
Their sweet, sweet scent let loose 
Full sumptuously again! 


What may I pray, Æo ! 
For the poor hutchéd cot 
Where death sate squat 
Midst my first memories ?-Lo ! 
My mother's face-(they, whispering, told me so)- 
That face! -so pinchedly 
It blanched up, as they lifted me- 
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Its frozen eyelids would 
Not part, nor could 
Be ever wetted open with warm tears. 
. . . Who hears 
The prayers for all dead-mother-sakes, Æo ! 


Leastwise one mercy:-May 
I not have leave to pray 
All self to pass away- 
Forgetful of all needs 
Mine own- 
Neglectful of all creeds ;- 
Alone, 
Stand fronting Thy high throne and say: 
To Thee, 
o Infinite, I pray 
Shield Thou mine enemy! 


[Musz"c throughout supPlica#on gradually softens and sweetens 
'into utter gentleness, with scene slow-jading 'into densest 
nt"ght. ] 


END ACT It 
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ACT III. 


SCENE I. Court of KRUNG-Royal Ministers, Counsel- 
ors, etc., zOn sesszOon. CRESTILLOMEEM, ÙZ full blar01'l1Y 
of regal attz're, presz'dz'ng. She szgnals a Herald at her 
left, who steps forward.-Blare of trumpets, greeted wz'tb 
omzonous murmurz'ngs w#hÙz, blent wz'th tumult fi'om 'lOz/h- 
out. 


HERALD. 


Hist, ho! Ay, ay! Ay, ay !-Her Majesty, 
The All-Glorious and Ever-Gracious Queen, 
Crestillomeem, to her most loyal, leal 
And right devoted subjects, greeting sends- 
Proclaiming, in the absence of the King, 
Her royal presence- 


[Voz"ce of Herald faz"ls abruþtly-utterly.-A breathless hush 
falls sudden on the court---'-A sense oppresszve-ominous- 
affects the throng. We'ird mustOc heard of unseen tOnstru- 
ments. ] 


HERALD. [Huskt7y strtOvÙzg to be heal'd.] 
Hist, ho! Ay, ay! Ay, ay !--Her Majesty, 
The All-Glorious and Ever-Gracious Queen, 
Crestillomeem- 
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[The Queen gasps, and clutches at Herald, mutely signing 
him to sz1ence, her starz"ng eyes fixed on a shadowy figure, 
mzstily developz'ng biforeþer t"nto wraz"th-Hke f01'm and like- 
ness of the Tune-Fool, SPRAIVOLL. The shape-evz"- 
dently invzsible and vOt'celess to all senses but the Queen's 
--wavers vaport'shly to and fro before her, n20aning and 
croonz'ng zn t'nfint"tely sweet-sad mÙzor cadences a 1nystzc 
song" ] 


WRAITH-SONG OF SPRAIVOLL. 


I wz"llnot hear the dJ'ztzg word 
Of any frzend, nor stroke the u1ing 
Of any little wounded btrd. 
. . . L01?e '-s the deadest thing! 


I wist not if I see the slnile 
Of prince or wight, Ùl court or lane.- 
I only know that afterwhzle 
He wtl1 not smile agaz'n. 


The summer blossom, at my feet, 
Swims backward, drowning in the g1'ass.- 
I will not stay to name it sweet- 
Sink out! and let me pass! 
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I have no mz'nd to feel the touch 
Of gentle hands on brow and hair.- 
The lack of tlu"s once þa-ined 111e 11luch, 
And so I llave a care. 


Dead weeds, and husky-rustling leaves 
That beat the dead bouglzs where)le cling, 
And old dead nests beneath the eaves- 
Love 'is the deadest thz'ng! 


Ah! once I fared 110t all alolle; 
And once--no matter, rain or snow}- 
The stars of SUlnmer ever shone- 
Because I 10"LJed hÙn so! 


Wzïh always tremblz"ngs in hz's hands, 
And alwt!ys blushes unawal'e, 
And always ripþles down the strands 
Of h-is long .J;cllow hazro 


I needs must weep a Httle space, 
Re1nemben'ng lu's laugTu"ng eyes 
And curvÙzg Hp, and lifted face 
Of rapture and surprz'se. 
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o joy 10S dead tOn every part, 
And lift and hope; and so I sz'ng .- 
In all the graveyard of my heart 
Love 1.S the deadest t/u"ng! 


[WzJh dying away of song, apþaritz"Oll of SPRAIVOLL slowly 
vanishes. CRESTILLOMEEM turns daiedly to throng, 
and witlt labored effort strz'ves to reassume Ùnþerious air.- 
Signs for wine and tremulouslY drains goblet-sinks back 
Ù1, throne witlt feigned conlplacency, mutely waving Her- 
ald to þroceed.] 


HERALD. [Mechanically.] 


Hist, ho! Ay, ay! Ay, ay!- Her Majesty, 
The All-Glorious and Ever-Gracious Queen, 
Crestillomeem, to her most loyal, leal 
And right devoted subjects, greeting sends. 
Proclaiming, in the absence of the King, 
Her royal presence, as by him empowered 
To sit and occupy, maintain and hold, 
And therefrom rule the Throne, in sovereign state, 
And work the royal will-[Confusion.] Hist, ho! Ay, ay! 
Ay, ay!-And be it known, the King, in view 
Of his approaching dissolution- 
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[Sensation among Counselors, etc., within, and wz'ld tumult 
witllou{and crz'es "Long live the King! " and "Treason'!" 
"Intrigue!" "Sorcery!" CRESTILLOMEEM, ill suþ- 
þ1'cssed ire, wavzng silence, and Herald striving to be 
heard.] 


HERALD. 
Hist, ho! Ay, ay! Ay, ay!- The King, in view 
Of his approaching dissolution, hath 
Decreed this instrument-this royal scroll 
[Unrolling and disþlaying scroll.] 
With royal seal thereunto set by Krung's 
Most sacred act and sign- 
[General sensation within, and grou'ing tumult tm'thout, 'lDith 
wrangling cries of "Plot]" "Treason]" "Consþiracy!" 
and" Down witTz the Queen!" "Down with the usurþer ] " 
"Do'tf..'n with the Sorceress]"] 


CRESTILLOMEEM. [Wildly.] 
Who dares to cry 
" Conspiracy!" Bring me the traitor-knave! 
[GrowÙ'lg confusion without-sound of n:otil1g.-Voice, "Let l1ze 
be taken! Let me be taken!" Enter Guards, dragging 
JUCKLET forward, 'lDz"ld-eyed and hysterical-tbe Queen's 
gaf.e fastened on binz 'U}ollderingly.] 


CRESTILLOMEEM. [To Guards.] 
Why bring ye Jucklet hither in this wise? 
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GUARD. 


Because 'tis he who cries" Conspiracy! " 
And who incites the mob without with cries 
Of " Plot! " and "Treason! " 


CRESTILLOMEEh\. [Startiug.] 
Ha ! Can this be true? 
I '11 not believe it !-Jucklet is my fool, 
But not so vast a fool that he would tempt 
His gracious Sovereign's ire. [70 Guards.] Let him be 
freed! 


[Then to JUCKLET, with mock service.] 
Stand hither, 0 my Fool ! 


JUCKLET. [To Queen.] 
What! I, thy fool? 
Ho! ho! Thy fool ?-ho! ho! - Why, thou art 111ine! 
[Confusion-Cries of" Stn'ke do'U;n the traitor!" JUCKLET- 
uwencbil1g bln1self fro111 grasþ of officers.] 
Back all of ye! I have not waded Hell 
That I should fear your pu.ny enmity ! 
Here will I give ye proof of all I say! 
[Presses to'ward tbrone, wedging bis oþþosers left and rigbt- 
CRESTILLOMEEM sits as though stricken sþeechless, 
u'a'ving lzim back-JUCKLET, faz'rly fronting her, with 
folded at'ms, to throng continues.] 
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Lo! do I here defy her to lift up 
Her voice and say that Jucklet speaks a lie. 
[At stgn 0.1" Queen, officers, unperceived, close warily behind 
lzÙn. ] 
And, further- I pronounce the document 
That craven Herald there holds in his hand 
A forgery-a trick-and dare the Queen, 
Here in my listening presence, to command 
Its utterance! 


CRESTILLOMEEM. [WtldljJ n"sing.] 
Hold, hireling! Traitor! -Fool !- 
The Queen thou dost in thy mad boasts insult 
Shall utter first thy doom! 
[JUCKLET, sezf.ed fr01n beht'nd by Guards, Ú hurled face up- 
ward on the dais at her feet, while a minion with drawn 
sword þressed close against hz's breast, stands over him. J 
-Ere we proceed 
With graver matters, let this demon-knave 
Be sent back home to hell. 
[With awful stress of ire, form quivering, e)'cs glittering and 
features twitched and ashen.] 
Give me the s\vord,- 
The insult hath been mine-so even shall 
The vengeance be? 
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[As CRESTILLOMEEM sei1.es sword and bends foru'ard to 
strike, JUCKLET, 'u:ith suþerlzuman effort, frees his hand, 
and, wtlh a sudden motion and an incolz erent lrlutte1"1"llg, 
flings object in his assat"lant's face,- CRESTILLOMEEM 
staggers backward, dropþing sw01-d, and with arms tossed 
aloft, shrzeks, totters and falls prone uþon the þave. III 
confusion follo'lÐing JUCKLET lrl..1Jsteriously <vanishes,. and 
as tlIe bewildered Courtiers lift the fallen Queen, a clear, 
þiercing voice of thrilling sweetness heard singing. ] 


VOICE. 


The pride of noon ITIUst \vither soon- 
The dusk of death ITIUst fall ; 
Yet out of darkest night the ITIOOn 
Shall blossom over all ! 


[For an 'instant a dense cloud envelopes emþty throne-then 
g1 adually /zIts, dz'scoverillg therein KR UNG seated, Ùz 
royal þanoþly and state, with JUCKLET in act of þresent- 
tOng sceþter to him.-Blare of tru1nþets, and chorus of 
Courtiers, Ministers, Heralds, etc.] 


CHORUS. 
All hail! Long live the King! 


KRUNG. [70 throng, with grave salutation.] 
Through Æo's own great providence, and through 
The intervention of an angel \vhom 
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I long had deemed forever lost to me, 
Once more thy favored Sovereign, do I greet 
And tender ye my blessing, 0 most good 
And faith-abiding subjects of my realm! 
In coml11on, too, with thy long-suffering King, 
Have ye long suffered, blamelessly as he; 
No\v therefore, know ye all \\That, until late, 
I knew not of myself, and with me share 
The rapturous assurance that is mine, 
That, for all time to come, are we restored 
To th, old glory and most regal pride 
And opulence and splendor of our realm. 
[Turningw#h pained features to the st1"angely-stricken Queen.] 
There have been, as ye needs must know, strange spells 
And wicked sorceries at work within 
The very dais-boundaries of the Throne. 
La! then, behold thy harrier and mine, 
And with me grieve for the self-ruined Queen 
Who grovels at my feet, blind, speechless, and 
So stricken with a curse herself designed 
Should light upon Hope's fairest minister. 


[Motions attendants, who lead away CRESTILLOMEEM- 
The King gating after her, o<{}ernzastered wf,'t!z. st1'ess of 
his emotions.-He leans lzeavz'ly on throne, as though ob... 



OF THE NIGHT. 


85 


It'vz"ous to all surroundings, and shaþÙzg into sþeech Izis 
varying thought, as in a trance, sþeaks as though witless 
of both utterance and auditor.] 


I loved her.- Why? I never knew.-Perhaps 
Because her face was fair.- Perhaps because 
Her eyes were blue and wore a weary air. 
Perhaps! Perhaps because her limpid face 
Was eddied with a restless tide, wherein 
The dimples found no place to anchor and 
Abide. Perhaps because her tresses beat 
A froth of gold about her throat, and poured 
In splendor to the feet that ever seemed 
Afloat. Perhaps because of that wild way 
Her sudden laughter overleapt propriety; 
Or-who \vill say,-perhaps the way she wept. 
Ho I-have ye seen the swollen heart of SUlnmer 
Tempest, o'er the plain, with throbs of thunder 
Burst apart and drench the earth with rain? She 
Wept like that.-And to recall, with one \vild glance 
Of memory, our last love-parting-tears 
And all-It thrills and maddens me ! And yet 
My dreams will hold her, flushed from lifted brow 
To finger-tips, with passion's ripest kisses 
Crushed and mangled on her lips . . . 0 woman! while 
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Your face was fair, and heart was pure, and lips 
Were true, and hope as golden as your hair, 
I should have strangled you! 


[As KRUNG, ceasing to sþeak, þzteously lifts his face, SPRAI- 
VOLL all suddenly aþþèars, Ùz sþace left vacant by the 
Queen, and kneeHng and kiss'ing tile King's Izand.-He 
bends zOn tenderness, kissing her brow-then lifts and seats 
her at Ids side. Speaks then to tlz1'ong.] 


Good Subjects-Lords: 
Behold in this sweet woman here my child, 
Whom, years agone, the cold, despicable 
Crestillomeem-by baleful, wicked arts 
And gruesome spells and fearsome witcheries, 
Did spirit off to some strange otherland, 
Where, happily, a Wunkland Princess found 
Her, and undid the spell by sorcery 
More potent-aye, Divine, since it works naught 
But good-the gift of Æo, to right wrong. 
This magic dower the W unkland Princess hath 
Enlisted in our restoration here, 
In secret service, till this joyful hour 
Of our complete deliverance. Even thus.- 
Lo, let the peerless Princess now appear! 
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[He lifts sceþte1, and a gust of nzelodv, dh'ille/y beautiful, 
su'eeþs through the court.- The star abo<ctJ the throne 
loosens and droþs slowly downward, burstlng like a bubble 
011 the sceþter-tiþ, and, tSsuing therefrom, AMPHINE and 
Dw AINIE, hand-in-hand, kneel at the feet of KRUNG, 
who bends above tbem wztb his blessing, u'hile JUCKLET 
caþers wildly round the grouþ. ] 


JUCKLET. 


Ho! ho! but I could shriek for very joy! 
And though my recent rival, fair Amphine, 
Doth even now bend o'er a blossom, I, 
Besprit me! have no lingering desire 
To meddle with it, though with but one eye 
I slept the while she backward walked around 
Me in the garden. 
[AMPHINE dubiously smtles-JUCKLET blinks a1ld lters- 
and OW AINIE bites her finger.] 


KRUNG. 


Peace! good J ucklet ! Peace! 
For this is not a time for any jest.- 
Though the old order of our realm hath been 
Restored, and though restored my very life-- 
Though I have found a daughter,-I have lost 
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A son-for Dwainie, with her sorcery, 
Will, on the morrow, carry him away. 
'Tis Æo's largess, as our love is His, 
And our abiding trust and gratefulness. 


THE END. 
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Neghborly Poems 


Thirty-six poems in Hoosier dialect, includ- 
ing H The Old Swimmin' Hole and ' Leven 

iore Poems, by Benjamin F. Johnson, of 
Boone," with eight half-tone illustrations. 
I2mo. cloth, $1.25; half calf, $2.50; full mo- 
rocco, $5.00. 


Benjamin F. Johnson, of Boone-a "rare 
Ben Johnson," indeed-fathered these cute 
country whims, some of the best that the 
truest poet of to-day has given the world, in 
the quaint dressing of the Hoosier dialect.- 
Evening News, Buffalo. 
The poems included in this neat volume are 
idiomatic, droll and charming. They depict 
common things in an unusually natural way 
and touch many sympathetic chords.-17ze 
Treasury, New York. 
Mr. Riley, more than any other American 
poet who has essayed this style of poetic 
writing, has enriched this peculiar field with 
gems that will constitute a permanent part 
of our literature.-Omaha Bee. 


THE BOWEN-MERRILL CO. 
INDIANAPOLIS AND 
KANSAS CITY.. 
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Sketches in Prose 


Originally published as "THE Boss GIRL 
AND OTHER STORIES." Twelve graphic 
stories, each prefaced by a poem. I2mo. 
cloth, $1.25; half calf, $2.50; full morocco, 
$ 5. 00 . 
When Mr. Riley publishes a new book the 
people who read rejoice. This last volume of 
his is as refreshing as a May morning, and is 
full of charming pen pictures, dainty bits of 
landscapes, homelike turnings of white paths 
through green fields are suggested with an 
almost pathetic vividness. There are some 
more of his delightful child studies, the merit 
of which lies somewhat in the wonderful 
child dialect, but mainly in the accurate and 
true interpretation of child-character. The 
poet understands the child perfectly, and 
places himself before us with absolute justice 
and a splendid sympathy for his most child- 
ish whims. Mr. Riley has discovered child- 
lore, and he has shown the true child-lore, 
and made us see the relation between it and 
folk.lore.- N assau L
.ól'ary /Jf agazÙle, 


THE BOWEN-MERRILL CO. 
J!'JDIANAPOLIS AND 
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Pipes 0' Pan 


Five sketches and fifty poems. The sketches 
are separated by four books of twelve poems 
each, with frontispiece. 12mo. cloth, $1.25; 
half calf, $2.50; full morocco, $5.00. 


His work in prose is really exquisite, though 
comparatively few are acquainted "with it. 
Here is the conclusion of one of his tales, 
published in the "PIPES 0' PAN at Zekes- 
bury." It is as simp]y natural as fact, as 
delicate as truth. It is at once so probable 
and so artistic that no one would venture to 
guess whether the writer created the incident 
or whether the incident created the talc. 
Here it is: 
" Well, Annie had just stooped to lift up 
one 0' the little girls when the feller turned, 
and the'r eyes met. 'Annie, my wife l' he 
says: and Annie, she kind 0' gave a little yelp 
like, and come a flutterin' down in his arms, 
and the jug of worter rolled clean acrost the 
road, and turned a somerset and knocked the 
cob out of its mouth, and jist laid back and 
hollered' good-good-good-good-good!' like ef 
it knowed what was up, and was jist as glad 
and tickled as the rest of us."-Olnaka World- 
Herald. 


THE BOWEN-MERRILL CO. 
INDIANAPOLIS AND 
KANSAS CITY. 
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James Wlbitcomb mile)] 


Afterwhiles 


Sixty-two poems and sonnets, serious, 
pathetic, humorous and dialect, with frontis- 
piece. I2mo. cloth, $1.25; half calf, $2.5 0 ; 
full morocco, $5.00. 
I t is easy, from his book of poems, AFTER- 
WHILES, to see how the work of Mr. James 
Whitcomb Riley has grown so widely popu- 
lar in the United States. Mostly his verse 
resembles Poe. But much more than that 
author he gives expression to the child-like 
simplicity which distinguishes Brother J ona- 
than among the nations in all matters of art. 
The poems in dialect are more enjoyable than 
the others for their humor and character.- 
The Scotsma1Z, Edínõurg. 
Mr. Riley has discovered the essential 
beauty of nature in the fields, and of pathos 
and sentiment in the heart of man, and has 
interpreted it with a fidelity and simplicity 
which will make his poetry live long after 
the elegant transcription from books and the 
inspirations from foreign life have faded away 
into the nothingness which is the doom of all 
artificial and iInitation.-Provldence 'Your- 
nal. 


THE BOWEN..MERRILL CO. 
INDIANAPOLIS AND 
KANSAS CITY. 
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Rhymes of Childhood 


One hundred and two dialect and serious 
poems. Not for children only, but of child- 
hood days, with frontispiece. 12mo. cloth, 
$1.25; half calf, $2.50; full morocco, $5.00. 


r James Whitcomb Riley's RHYMES OF 
CHILDHOOD would be pronounced as ad- 
dressed to grown people, rather than to chil- 
dren of the age and experience of those whose 
thoughts and feelings figure in these pages. 
It is a delightful book from cover to cover, 
and displays a rare insight into the habits of 
mind of the child. The dialect, too, is true to 
nature, and seldom, if ever, overdrawn.- 
Overland jJ,fontkly. 
It is impossible not to give a hearty wel- 
come to this bundle of rhyme, with its tender 
human love and its irresistible humor. Mr. 
Riley, at his best and in his narrow but at- 
tractive field, is inimitable. No poet since 
Burns has sung so close to the ear of the com- 
mon people of the country. His" Hoosier" 
lyrics and his RHYMES OF CHILDHOOD come 
very near to the line of perfection.-New 
rork Indeþendelzt. 


THE BOWEN-MERRILL CO. 
lNDIANAPOLIS AND 
KANSAS CITY. 
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The Flying Islands of the Night 


A weird and grotesque drama in verse. 
Fantastic, quaint and ingenious. I2mo. cloth, 
$1.25; half calf, $2..r;0; full morocco, $5.00. 


As the author states, this is "Thynge of 
W ytchencrof-an Idle Dreme." This latest 
production of the popular Western author 
is a dramatic poem in three acts. The verse, 
'\vhile being neither heroic nor lyric, partakes 
of the character of both. The entire poem is 
of the nature of a burlesque epic.-Phz"ladel- 
þkia Itel1l. 
A weird and grotesque drama in verse. 
In this book Mr. Riley's peculiar genius dis- 
plays a force and continuity not intimated in 
any previous work. The argument and plot 
are radically different from any known drama, 
fantastical in the highest degree, and beyond 
question, his most remarkably quaint and 
peculiar work, since in it he displays a spirit 
of ingenuity together with a depth and height 
of imagination that his work has never hith- 
erto suggested.-Balti1nore News. 


THE BOWEN-MERRILL CO. 
INDIANAPOLIS AND 
KANSAS CITY. 
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Green Fields and Running Brooks 


One hundred and two poems and sonnets, 
dialect, humorous and serious. I2mo. cloth, 
$1.25; half calf, $2.50; full morocco, $5.00. 


GRERN FIELDS AND RUNNING BROOKS 
is the latest volume of James Whitcomb 
Riley's poems we receive from the Bowen- 
Merrill Company, of Indianapolis. It is an 
enticing title, and its promise and allurement 
is well fulfilled in its pages. Mr. Riley is a 
singer by nature, and of nature human and 
extrahuman, and he has given no truer and 
sweeter songs to us than are in this book.- 
Reþuhllcan, SPringfield. 
Under the pretty title, GREEN FIELDS AND 
RUNNING BRooKs-a phrase which almost 
insists on continuing itself into "Sermons 
in Stones"-the most recent productions of 
James Whi tcom b Riley come to us, and prove 
the Hoosier bard to be very prolific, as well 
as a very sweet singer.-Chrlstian Un lon, 
New rork. 


THE BOWEN-MERRILL CO. 
INDIANAPOLIS AND 
KANSAS CITY. 
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Armazindy 


Contains some of Mr. Riley's late
t a.nd best 
dialect and serious work, including "ARMA- 
ZINDY" and the famous Poe Poem. r2mo. 
cloth, uniform with his other books, $1.25; 
half calf, $2.50; full morocco, $5.00. 


"Mr. Riley's new book of poems, "ARMA- 
ZINDY," includes verses in dialect and verses 
in straight English, verses to touch the heart 
and verses to tickle the ribs, verses of homely 
sentiment, and nonsense verses which are 
truly reckless and altogether delightful. 'AR- 
l\iAZINDY' is a characteristic poem in the 
Hoosier dialect, and there are some seventy 
other poems, and one prose sketch written 
after the style of Dickens."-Current His- 
tory. 
J ames Whitcomb Riley's simple verse has 
won a lasting place in the hearts of old and 
young, and the reasons for this are plain. He 
has a quick and fine appreciation of the beau- 
tíes of what might seem to some only the 
commonplace and humdrum side of nature, 
and he opens our eyes to see the poetry in the 
very things that have seemed to us the dullest 
ofprose.-Puolic Oplnt"on, WasñzOngton, D. C. 


THE BOWEN-MERRILL CO. 
INDIANAPOLIS AND 
KANSAS CITY. 
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Armazindy-Holiday Edition 


It is square I2mo. in size, printed on hand- 
made paper, with uncut edges and gilt top. 
The illustrations consist of a new portrait of 
the author and five country scenes in photo- 
gravure. Cloth, $2.00; half calf, $4.00; full 
calf, $5.00. 


I have felt more interest in the Hoosier 
poet's work of late than in almost anything else 
which has appeared in a literary way. I tell 
you, James Whitcomb Riley is nothing short 
of a born poet and a veritable genius. He gets 
down into the heart of a man, and in a most 
telling way, too. I think he is a later Hosea 
Biglow, quite as original as the latter and 
more versatile in certain respects. I own 
a good deal of enthusiasm for this later prod- 
duct of Indiana soil. This delineator of 
lowly humanity, who sings with so much 
fervor, pathos, humor and grace, and who has 
done things, is it not correct to say, which 
will long be remembered, perhaps, ,vhich 
will outlast the more laborious work of some 
of the older and more pretentious poets.- 
Olive'#' Wendell H olme
, 


THE BOWEN-MERRILL CO. 
INDIANAPOLIS AND 
KANSAS CITY. 
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Old Fashioned Roses 


Sixty-one selected poems and sonnets, pub- 
lished in England. It is a dainty 16mo. 
printed on hand-made paper, with untrimmed 
edges, gilt top, and very tastefully bound in 
blue and white cloth. It contains a great 
variety of serious, humorous and dialect 
pieces, and makes a handsome presentation 
edition of some of Mr. Riley's choicest poems. 
I6mo. cloth, gilt top, untrimmed, $1.75. 


The first thing that strikes the reader with 
James Whitcomb Riley is his originality. 
Here, evidently, is a man who would have 
felt the impulse to speak tunefully and to 
touch the springs of humor and of pathos had 
he lived before the invention of alphabets. 
In the absence of books, the lessons to be 
drawn from nature and from human life 
would have sufficed. With his own hand has 
been garnered his knowledge of the outer 
and of the inner world. He has seen with 
_lis own eyes, listened with his own ears, 
known in his own heart the sorrows and joys 
that he depicted. His landscapes are tran.. 
scripts of his native woods and fields.-New 
rork Sun. 


THE BOWEN-MERRILL CO. 
INDIANAPOLIS AND 
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An Old Sweetheart of Mine 


Illustrated with colored and monotint plates. 
The engravings are by the best artists of Bos- 
ton, and the book is handsomely bound in 
cloth. This favorite poem, so thoroughly en- 
joyed by the thousands of Mr. Riley's admir- 
ers, has been sympathetically sketched and 
portrayed with such artistic skill as to Inake 
it one of the most beautiful books yet pub- 
lished. IOXI2 flat quarto, colored and mono- 
tint plates, combination cloth, full gilt, $2.50. 


Among the daintiest of dainty holiday 
books is the gift edition of James Whitcomb 
Riley's AN OLD SWEETHEART OF 
lINE. 
The text is in quaint lettering, with every 
page enriched by pretty designs from pen and 
brush.-Baltl1nore A1nerlcan. 
Each stanza fills a page, and is accompanied 
by an exquisite illustration. The paper, let- 
ter press, binding and illustrations are all of 
the finest, and the whole is an excellent speci- 
men of the bookmaker's art, and forms a fit 
setting for a poetic gem of the first water.- 
Indianapolis Sentinel. 


THE BOWEN-MERRILL CO. 
INDIANAPOLIS AND 
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